South Americans, you see,, have conventional ideas about the
weather. It Is sometimes cold oa the Amazon; and It Is sometimes
hot In Alaska.)
At least thirty friends are at the old wooden station of Chacarita
to see Maria Rosa off. There's an old cemetery across the way, and
an old Iron grille to bar the steam cars from the street. And under
the woodshed of the depot stand the old wooden cars marked
Gorrientes-Misiones-Asuncion. The magic of those names; Cor-
rientes is San Juan de Vera de las Siete Corrientes, founded by the
alliance of Spaniards and Guaranis. Misiones refers, of course, to
the Jesuit Missions. Xot the soldiers of Spain, but the fathers of the
Society of Jesus, finally conquered the proud and brilliant race who
still periodically deiy the continent from Paraguay.
The wood station and the scene are like nineteenth-century
Russia. Flowers, baskets of fruits piles of books, scarcely leave
Maria Rosa and her attendant, Dona Pepa, room to sit, Tears flow
as the little engine pipes and the wheels creak. Buenos Aires Is a
good deal emptier.
1 drive back to Tota to that edge of the huge town where tf" every-
body" lives. Even Chacarita is not yet really the heart of Buenos
Aires. Miles in each direction, I don't know how many miles . . .
monotonous white, low streets with women carrying market
baskets5 women in shawls, all smart as in Paris; with men all
swaggering vainly to be smart, also lite Paris; streets and periodic
avenues of cafes afiare with the tango into the morning, and more
streets; and finally the smart ones, like Santa Fe, where the ele-
gance Is truly Paris j and the lavishness exclusively Buenos Aires,
From the smart little Club Coinega atop a skyscraper at the
foot of the Avenida de Mayo, we look out over the empty docks and
eat the exquisite food whose average in Buenos Aires is above that
of Paris; as good as in Bourgogne or Bordeaux of the old days,
. . . An intimate dinner at the home of a friend3 Enrique Gil, a
lawyer whose cleverness is taxed, trying to be on excellent terms
at the same time with the United States, to which lie Is truly devoted,,
and to the present Argentine Government. The purpose of the
dinner: to meec General Jus to, who was once President and won't
mind being President again; and has a chance, since he is both a
conservative and in favour of breaking with the Axis, Justo Is a
rotund, soft old gentleman, whose softness deceives. So does his
loquaciousness. He is truly shrewd and keen; but he disarms the
fools by subtly appearing to be as fatuous as they. With great gusto
he recounts his visit to Germany in 1938 and his telling President
Lebnin and the Premier of France that war was coming in a twelve-
zno&th. Odd, this typical product of the too-rich pampa which has
won control of it: unheroic, selfish, sinuous, capable of sudden
flashes of outrageous daring.
Across the table Is another pampa product: Victoria Gcampo*